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final strettO) thereby anticipating and destroying the climax Odi
il tuon from the sopranos. Madame Tavary still clings to that
desolating run up and down the scale with which she contrives to
make the conclusion of Non mi dir ridiculous; and Montariol,
unable to evade II mio tesoro by omitting it like Dalla sua pace,
did strange things with it in his desperation. His Ottavio was
altogether a melancholy performance, as he was put out of coun-
tenance from the beginning by being clothed in a seedy misfit
which made him look lamentably down on his luck. Mr Harris ^
would not dream of allowing such a costume to be seen on his
stage in a modern opera; and I must really urge upon him that
there are limits to the application even of the principle that any-
thing is good enough for Mozart.

MaureFs Don Giovanni, though immeasurably better than any
we have seen of late years, is not to be compared to his Rigoletto,
his lago, or, in short, to any of his melodramatic parts. Don Juan
may be as handsome, as irresistible, as adroit, as unscrupulous, as
brave as you please; but the one thing that is not to be tolerated
is that he should consciously parade these qualities as if they were
elaborate accomplishments instead of his natural parts. And this
is exactly where Maurel failed. He gave us a description of Don
Juan rather than an impersonation of him. The confident smile,
the heroic gesture, the splendid dress, even the intentionally
seductive vocal inflexion which made such a success of La ci
darem in spite of Miss de Lussan's coquettish inanity, were all
more or less artificial. A Don Juan who is continually aiming at
being Don Juan may excite our admiration by the skill with which
he does it; but he cannot convince us that he is the real man. I
remember seeing Jean de Reszke play the part when he had less
than a tenth of Maurel's present skill and experience; and yet I
think Mozart would have found the younger man the more sym-
pathetic interpreter.

It seems ungrateful.to find fault with an artist who rescues a
great role from the hands of such ignoble exponents as the com-
mon or Covent Garden Dons who swagger feebly through it like
emancipated billiard-markers; but it would hardly be a compli-
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